The Tngedieof Hamlet 

Ham. How long will a man lie i’th earth ere he rot? 

Clow. Faith if a be not rotten before a die, as we haue many poc- 
kie codes , that will fcarcc hold the laying in , a will laft you Tome 
eight year e.or nine veare. A Tanner will laft you nine yeare, 

Ha/». Why He more then another? 

Clow. Why hr, his hide is lo tand with his trade, that a will keepe 
out water a great while^t your water is-ajore decaycr ofyour whoi- 
fem dead body, beer’s a fcull now hath lyen you i th earth aj.yeares. 

Ham. Whofewasitf 

Clow, A whorlbn mad fellowes it was, whole do you think it was? 

H am, Nay I know not. 

Clow. A peftilencc on him for a mad rogue , a pourd a flagon of 
Renifti on my head once ; this fame skull fir, was fir Tertcks skull, the 
Kings lefter. -v- ; . } 

Ham. This ? 

Clow. Eenthat. 

Ham. Alas poore Toricke'i knew him Horatio, a fellow of infinite 
iefl, ofmoft excelent fa rlcy , hcc hath here me on his backea thou, 
fand times, and now hoVy abhorred in my imagination it is;my gorge 
rifesatftt, Here hueg thofe lyppes that I haue kill 1 know not how 
oft; w here be your gibes now ? your gamboies, your fongs, your fla- 
fhes of merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a roare.not one 
nowto mocke your owne grinning., quite chopulne. Now getyou 
to my Ladies tabic, and tell her.Ietherpaintaa inch thicke,to this fa- 
' unurliieniuticoine,makeherlaughatthat. 

PtetheeH(?r<?r/otell me one thing. 

Hora. What’s that my Lord; 

Ham. Dooft thou thiukc Alexander lookt a this fafhon i’th earth? 

Horn. Eenfo^rl , . a i;n i’hcri -t.v’r ■ : "j ... 

H am. And fmelr fo:pah. 

H ora. Ecn fo my Lord • 

H am. To what bafe yfes we may rc,tume Horatio fWhy may not 
imagination trace the noble dull or Alexander , till a find it flopping 
abunghole? 

H ora, Twerc to confidcr too curioufly toconfider fo. 

Ham. No faith, not a iot, but to follow him thether with modefly 
' enough,and likelihood to leadcit.i lAlexander died, tA lex an d tr was 
buried, Alexander returneth tp duff, the duit is errth , of earth wee 
make Lcme,& why of that Lome whereto he was coauerted, might. 
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They not ft°PP c a Bearc-barrell? 

Imperious Cafar dead, and turn’d to Clay, 
j^jolu ftoppe a hoIe,to keepe the wind away. 

0 that that earth which kept the world fn awe, 
Shoulp patch a wall t’expell the waters flaw. 

But foft.but foft awhile, here comes the King, 

The Quecne,the courtiers, who is this they follow? 
And with luch maimed rire$?this doth betoken. 

The corfe they follow, did with defprat hand 
Foredoo it ownc life,t was of fome eftate. 

Couch we a while andmarke. 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe? 

Ham. That is Laertes a very noble youth, make, 
Laer. What Ceremony elfes? 

Doll. Her cb/equies haue beene as faire iniarg d 
As we haue warranty, her death wa^doubctull. 

And but that great command orc-fvvaycs the order. 
She Ihould in ground vnfanefified beene lodg d 
Till the laft trumpet : for charitable prayers. 

Flints and pcebles Ihould be thrownc on her: 

Yet heere fine is allow’d her virgin Crants, 

Her mayden ftrewments,and the bringing home 
Ofbcll and burial!. 

Laer. Muft there no more be doonef 
‘Doll . No more be doone. 

We (hould prophane the feruice of the dead. 

To fing a Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted foules. 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth, 

And from her faire and vnpolluted flefh 
May Violets fpring : 1 tell thee churliftvPriefly, 

A miniftring Airgell fhail my fitter be 
When thon lyeft bowling. 

H am. What,the faire Ophelia. 

Qttee. Sweets to the fweet, farewell, 

Ihop’tthou {hould’ft haue beene my Hamlets wife, 

1 thought thy bride-bed to haue deckt fweet maide. 
And not haue ftrew’d thy grau«. 

laer, Qtrebblewoe- 


%n ter King 
Qaee. Laertes 
and the eorfe. 
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